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Chapter | 


Jerry's Perspective. Autumn 1994; 


The noise of blues as if sprayed in the heavy air, scattering into thousands of tiny notes. They first 
desperately hit the bar walls, which were covered with cheap wood paneling, and then the eardrums of visitors. 
New people for sure would get stunned, but those regulars who literally lived in this smoke-filled space, had 


already accustomed to it, and faint smiles shined on their tired from hard life faces. 


While Layne was late, | was sitting and thinking silently. At first, him, then The Gacy Bunch, then | remembered 


mom and sighed. It seemed a little strange that mourning the dead was much nicer than talking about living. 


My flow of thoughts was interrupted by the crash of shattered glassware. All blonde, brown, ginger and bald 
heads at once rushed to the sight of already drunk woman, who was absently staring at the bloody puddle of 
wine on the floor and scattered around pieces. The bar owner just angrily muttered something, and a few 
seconds later, heads turned back to their meaningless conversations. 


"Hush! Long time no see, Jerry. | thought it was your fault" 


A quiet smirk came from the side, and | felt a slight movement on a velvet burgundy couch, very close to me. 


He finally leaned back in his seat and after a short sigh looked at me expectantly. 
"Why?" | asked, raising my eyebrows and glancing at him, too. 


"You are the only one here, who loves shattering something, aren't you?" He barely smiled, meanwhile giving me 


a strange long look in which | felt the reproach, perhaps even contempt. 
"| don't think so, buddy." | said, for now staring at him fixedly. "Here's definitely someone else." 
He chuckled, pulling one cigarette from my pack After lightening it, he launched in his lungs hot, acrid smoke. 


"Didn't think you would want to see me after shooting No Excuses. Or maybe you just decided to check if | 
died? Then | have to disappoint you, I'm still here." 


"Just wanted to know how things are going with your new band" | respond slowly, burning from increasing 


anger deeply inside. 


"Ah, that's sweet" He said quietly, still smiling half-heartedly. "We're doing good. Johnny's gone for a couple of 


weeks to see his parents, so I'm back in my apartment, if you're really interested” 


My fingers began to tremble from hatred mixed with terrible jealousy. That stomach twisting pain passed 
through my body, and my heart mercilessly tightened. And Layne just was sitting there, staring at me with a 


smile on his face and clearly understanding how much pain his response caused me. 
"Well, if you're so caring, you should have just called me without this stupid meeting.’ 


| sharply looked up at him. It was full of rage, frenzied sight that made his still beautiful face terrified. Before, 
when | was walking up this bar, | was thinking about how | wanted to establish a relationship with him, but a 


pair of words was enough to no longer desire to see him at all. However, | knew | had to restrain myself. 


"Great offer, especially considering the fact that you never pick up the phone, Layne." | smiled at him, while he 
listlessly looked down at the burning cigarette between own fingers. "Whatever, dude. If you don't like sitting 


here, I'll walk you home at least." 

‘Its unnecessary, Jerry." He whispered much less confidently, glancing back at me with a bit raised eyebrows. | 
tapped his shoulder and stood up from the couch, grabbing my cigarette box from the rickety table. His 
unsure gaze followed my motions. 


"C'mon, Layne." | guess, | almost demanded him to go with me, and he quickly got up with a quiet sigh. 


We walked side by side down the street in silence, not knowing what to say to each other, or maybe even not 


wanting to talk at all. Layne seemed strange and distant; he was somewhere far away from me, deep within 


himself and his thoughts. | was smoking and occasionally looking askance at him, meantime realizing that it 
wasn't the man 


that | had known for seven goddamn years. 


Our last meeting flashed through my mind. Layne was lying on the dirty floor in the cold, dark room , cowering 
and trembling. His pale hand with small ulcers covered frightened face, and | could only see his eyes and a 

small trickle of crimson blood flowing down his chin. | remember how | felt my temples pulsing, heart pounding 
in my chest hard as never before, my palm, my cursed palm burning from the hard, hateful, cruel slap that | 


made. Those dark circles were constantly appearing before my eyes, inviting into oblivion. 

We walked down the familiar streets, covered in the dim light of the lanterns, empty, and quiet. The dark 
silhouettes of trees loomed over our heads. Their leaves barely stirred, exhausted from unusual October heat, 
and the stifling air as if crammed my exhausted lungs with itself. It was hard to breathe, and all this 
stuffiness would certainly become another cold rain a few hours later, in the dead of night. 

"Why you decided to meet? If you won't answer honestly, I'll just kick you in the head" 

| glanced at him and shrugged, exhaling. 

"| don't think our last." | paused, "Conversation was really nice." 

"Right, and that's why we weren't supposed to meet." He said, looking down at the asphalt. 


"You wouldn't have come if you didn't want" | frowned, but he just smirked. 


"| didn't, actually, but | was interested. And you know what, our date sucks, it was as bad as it was possible. 
The worst. Ever." 


"Layne, it wasn't a date-" 


"Your potential date with Sean's mother would be better than this." He unexpectedly stopped and turned to me. 
"We just spent an eternity in the bar, then one more eternity outside while we were walking here, and that 
was all pointless. You wanna know why, Jerry? Because it's fucking bad idea to meet in two fucking months 


after breaking down someone who needs you." 


| pursed my lips tensely, wrathfully staring straight into his big eyes, the grey shade of which was another 
imprint of years of his addiction 


Layne was the only one in the whole world who could ignite the flame of rage inside me in one second. My 
hands were already beyond me, they grabbed his skinny shoulders and gripped them, my fingers dug into the 
bones, obviously causing such pain that he gasped in fright. 


"Wh-what did you say?" | barked loudly. "Fucking needs me? You fucking need me?! No, you don't fucking need 


me anymore. All you need is a fucking needle sticking out of your fucking arm, Layne. You're lifeless, you're out 
of here. I'm an empty fucking place for you. You joined a new fucking band, you live with other people, you 
work with other people. You told me you need a break from touring or recording and now you give fucking 
concerts with The Second Coming. You write fucking songs with The Gacy Bunch. Now | see that all what you 
told me was nothing but fucking lie. So, Layne, be fucking honest at least now, tell me, how dare you say you 


need me? How?!" 


He stood there in a daze, while | was yelling at him and even stronger clutching his fragile shoulders, unable to 
hold myself. | was extremely close to repeating mistake that tore us apart for two months. His dilated eyes 
stared blankly into mine, as if he saw before him a huge beast and couldn't move from horror. | finally roughly 
shook him, and he immediately regained the ability to feel. Tears gushed from his eyes, quickly rolling down his 
cheeks. He wasn't blinking or trembling, he only stared at me, and his silent hysteria freaked me out even 


more. 


"Fucking tell me! No? You can't? Addiction is stronger than you, Layne. It's over." | shouted and desperately 
pushed him away. He reeled and staggered backwards, losing balance, so when he stumbled back against a 


street lamp, | turned away and ran both hands through my hair, closing eyes. 


"If you really think that drugs are the only reason, then you're a total fucking idiot” He spoke in a whisper all 
of a sudden, not even trying to hide trembling in own voice. "You, Jerry, ifs you killing me, don't you see iT? l'm 
fucking tied to you. | can't make a step without your control. You treat me like I'm your fucking property, 
force me to work when | don't want. I'm not the thing for you, I'm not a." He broke off, sniffling, "| want to be 
fucking able to say what | want to say or do what | want to do. | want to be with somebody who would 
respect me. Per two months without you, I'm finally in rehab again, and | don't want to break because of our 


constant fights. I'm tired, Jerry, | want to leave. Why don't you just let me? Please?" 


| stood there broken down, not able to move. All the words that | was most afraid to hear he spoke in just a 
few seconds. In that short amount of time | lost someone | loved endlessly, and everything he blamed me in, | 
did because of an awful, haunting fear of losing him. What an irony - he just asked me to let him go. To 
someone else who would treat him better, but | couldn't believe it, because | was sure that there was nobody 


in the entire world who could love him more than | do. 


But | never told him about it. Instead, thousands of times | insulted him, assuring that nobody needs him. | was 
the man who destroyed his self-esteem and faith in own abilities. 


So stupid, | made this common mistake, trying to keep him close with me as hard as | can, thus pushing him 
away. My poor heart was torn to tiny pieces; it was constantly bleeding, filling all my exhausted body. My head 


was helplessly spinning, | couldn't even breathe, and nausea was coming to my throat. 


Convulsed with pain throughout the body, | turned back once more. Our eyes met for the last time, both 
sights were senseless and empty. | felt how everything inside of me was completely shredded and, unable to 
take it anymore, | walked away harshly and nervously, leaving him alone on the street and going God knows 


where. 


Chapter I 


As the months were passing, long and painful, | was getting angrier. | remained completely idle, but didn't want 
to start a new project. | felt that with another band | could never do something better than with Alice in 
Chains, but he seemingly thought differently. Writing and singing were our things, only his and mine, and no one 
could stay onstage near to him as a guitarist but me. No one could be his backing vocals but me. | was torn 
apart by jealousy, | was insane, but what could | do? He was with other people and avoided me - | didn't think | 
could just come and talk. It was senseless to think that he would just come back, and | wasn't sure if | wanted 


him to. Not after many days of pain due to his betrayal. 


It was first Christmas when we didn't even call each other. | knew that when Sean left me to answer the call, 
Layne's voice was in the handset, while | was sitting on the couch and my foot was cramping slightly. He didn't 
ask anything about me, judging by how Sean immediately changed the subject after he returned to the living 


room. 


| met the New Year with family in Oklahoma, trying not to think about him, but as soon as | got back to 
Seattle, everything fell into place. | hated this 1995, which had just began, with its magazines, photo shoots and 


articles about upcoming album of the new super-band Mad Season. 


Then, in January, | decided to go with him as he did with me - Alice in Chains will make a new record without 
him, and that would be justified. It was my equitable, honored revenge, and despite the fact that we still hadnt 
talked, | knew that this news reached him. And he felt the pain he needed to feel. | started writing lyrics and 
music, then me, Sean and Mike began to jam, and | in some kind enjoyed that feeling. | knew | was betraying him, 


too, but in my sight, he deserved that. We no longer needed a vocalist, no longer needed him, personally. 


In March, just a few days before my birthday, they released Above, and | heard it for the first time. It was a 
killer for me. A perfect harmony, great songs and lyrics, finally, his beautiful vocals - all the stuff that once 
was ours. It was so good that | hated it with all my heart. | cursed it, unable to fight the sensation of my own 


nothingness. 


Now, it's been six months since our last meeting. Six months is a huge amount of time to think and change. 
And everything changed inside of me. He was giving concerts with Mad Season while | was sitting in the 
rehearsal room and envying his success with his band. | finally became sincere with myself: | missed him and 
needed him back, but he seemed to forget about me or Alice in Chains at all. There wasn't enough space for 


me in his life, which was filled with someone and something else, and | was absolutely sure about it. 


In one day of constant self-flagellation and silent, painful aggression to the emptiness around me, the phone 
rang. | put down my guitar and picked it up, feeling how my heart was racing in my chest. It was Sean, and he 
told me, maybe even demanded to appear in the Moore Theatre on April 24th, in any condition. Surely, Mad 


Season. 


And Mad Season were playing when we went into the crowded space. | could hear some notes from afar, and 


my whole body began to tremble. The blood violently throbbed in the temples, the migraine suddenly engulfed 
the head, and | jerked back desperately, but Sean, who followed me, caught my shoulders. 


"Fuck it, I'm going home." | said quickly, but Sean immediately turned me, pushed back to the crowd and gave 


me a long disapproving look. 


"No, you're not, actually." Sean forced me to move closer to the stage with short mild pushes in the back. 


"Don't tell me your panties are already wet, pussy.” 


| groaned irritably, but deep down, agreed. | felt like a cowardly boy against the upcoming meeting, | was so 


scared and nervous, and that was obviously stupid. 
"Jerry, look up!" 


Sean screamed in my ear as the music began. The crowd created a deafening noise, making me frown, but my 
eyes were glued to the stage. The next second the spotlights illuminated the scene, and there he was. His 
skinny silhouette, his curls, his sweatshirt. | hadn't seen him for such long time. | couldn't move, | stood there 
as if stunned, just staring at him, while other people were applauding and screaming. Then he began to sing, and 
there were only his voice and me. Talented, beautiful, he towered over me, and | felt like a shadow compared 
to him. | couldn't believe in my cruelty to him, but happened was irreversible and terrible. A good, bright, 
maybe even sacred sense of pride of him broke through my body as a penetrating warmth, and | wanted to 


keep it inside as long as it was possible. 


I'm too much of a sentimental fuck, sometimes and with no one around. | always believed that its wrong for a 
grown man to allow himself to cry in front of others, but | could barely restrain myself there. | swallowed 
hard and then startled, as the picture of him, divine and unattainable, more resembling a statue, accidently 


looked at me from above. 


Our eyes met after six damned months. It was so strange, almost impossible, like in some idiotic movie for 
housewives or susceptible schoolgirls, plus fucking faggy. | just stared at him, while he flinched and looked 
away, singing the line, as if | was a mirage. | wanted just to touch him, make him understand that he wasn't 
wrong, that it was me, alive and breathable. | suddenly got scared that he could maybe miss me, just dissapear 
for months, even years. It would be the world's biggest injustice, and | needed to tell him at least one word 
that day. | just couldn't afford to lose him one more time. 


"l'm above, 


Over you Im standing above" 


Chapter ll 


Author's Notes: 
| have to say, this chapter's the darkest, so it won't all be this sad ;) 


Summer 1994 flashback; 
The one damn question was repeating in my head: why? 


He didn't come here again, hiding behind the concrete walls and short beeps in the handset. | knew he was 
there alone, probably on the floor, his whole body shaking mercilessly, and | was in the rehearsal place, just 


sitting, staring somewhere and burning with hatred. 


Layne entered rehab after recording Jar of Flies in January, moreover, he was doing pretty well, but then few 


months of working along with me did their precious job. Endless quarrels, tantrums, screaming, promises. 


And he swore that this time he would appear. We agreed to start at noon, but it was midnight and Sean was 


standing with the phone in his hand, absolutely silent. 
He finally sighed and turned to me, shaking his head. Hopeless. 


"Well, | don't think we can be touring right now. I'll call Susan tomorrow and cancel all concerts." | got up from 
the couch, taking my leatherjacket and trying to sound calm. Sean and Mike quickly exchanged glances, then 
both stared at me and after a few seconds nodded wearily. There was no other way for us. "Alright. Then go 
home, guys." 


Inez walked past me and tapped on my shoulder slightly. He always took a role of the sad, silent watcher, not 
daring to intervene and judge anyone. | always liked this position of quiet participation. It was obvious that he 
was concerned, and there wasn't the slightest doubt that he was a direct participant of the hysteria, however, 
a patient, understanding waiting was the best thing he could do. Anyway, if Sean and | were side by side with 
Layne for a huge part of our lives, then Mike couldn't fully understand the root of those things that happened 


in the rehearsal room. 


Mike disappeared in the doorway, and there were only Sean and me, standing in front of one another. | quickly 
took one cigarette from the box and lightened it, while he crossed his arms. 


"But you won't, right?" 


"What?" | sighed. 


"You won't go home, you will go somewhere else, and | have to say it's not really good idea" 


"Listen, Sean, | know what I'm going to do." | snapped, leaving the rehearsal room. It was annoying as hell, his 
advices weren't acceptable between me and Layne, because he had no idea about things which were hidden 


underneath our friendship. 
"And | know you're sick dude." Sean's hand grabbed my shoulder, forcing me to turn. 


"We both fed up with this shit, alright?" | barked, staring straight into his dark worried eyes. "You see, he 
doesn't understand, fuck, you know, he just doesn't want to understand anything. I'm about to beat all the shit 
out of his fucking head, and | don't give a fuck what you think. | don't care." 


Sean didn't say a word in response. He released my shoulder, and | walked away, having no desire to see his 


disapproving look one more time. 


In the driver's seat of my car, | leaned back and closed my eyes, breathing heavily. The temptation was getting 
too much, and my hand reached for the glove compartment. | could no longer work because of constant stress. 
All around was making me insane, so the only way out of this cycle of crap was short and extremely irregular 
relaxation. | quickly looked around; the parking lot was empty and dark After few seconds of searching, my 
trembling fingers finally found a small bag. 


My rump with a dull sound hit the back of the seat, when | slumped back, tilting my head and sniffling after | 
took the second white line into the nostril. | coughed, frowning and trying to concentrate on thoughts, and the 
first thought | managed to catch in my mind surely was driving up to Layne's condo. 


| was so mad at him, and | was getting angrier with every inch that with incredible speed was whizzing under 
the wheel of my poor car. My head was spinning, and each short breath burned the mucous membrane inside 
the nose. | bet my trajectory would be truly terrifying for other road users, so hallelujah to the empty night 
streets of Seattle. 


Countless amount of miles, then of clumsy steps, and | was standing right before his entrance door. | yanked 
the handle, and it easily succumbed, launching me in the dark, uncomfortable and cold room. | couldn't see 
anything, | could only slowly move through barely familiar space, sometimes sweeping away things that were 
falling on the floor with a loud crash. It would seem that Layne had to appear due to these sounds, which were 
breaking the heavy silence, but he was probably hiding from me, and that made me pissed off as hell. 


"Layne!" | shouted hoarsely, bursting into his bedroom. He was standing there and staring at me just like a 
ghost, breathless, almost transparent. 


Could | control myself? No, | couldn't: 


| rushed straight to him, and my hands unceremoniously grabbed his hair. A sharp, strong arm movement, and 


| threw his frail body on the floor, still clenching the short strands in my fist. 


"You fucking junkie," A rattle echoed in the dark. "I fucking hate you. | hope you die soon so | will be fucking 
able to breath easily without constant fucking headache. Shit." 


His thin fingers wrapped around my wrist, but | strengthened the grip on his hair, hearing only the frantic 
thumping of my own heart. 


"You're fucking useless, Layne, you're fucking useless piece of shit” | gave him a heavy slap with a free hand, 
after which he startled and gasped. From above, so oppressive, | watched how blood was appearing on his lower 


lip. "Painful, uh? You don't even know how much pain you fucking caused me, Layne. I'll show you." 


| swung my arm again and he quickly covered own face with both hands, cowering in fright. He couldn't speak, 


being too scared and high, and my sudden appearance certainly left a huge imprint on his mental health. 


"Anyone in my place would have kicked you in the fucking trash. There's your fucking place, you fucking need to 
know it, you hear me?!" One more slap finally made him whimper. "You need to be fucking grateful to me, 


Layne, because there's nobody fucking needs you. And that's what you deserve, you fucking mutt 


| abruptly threw him to the side, and he helplessly stumbled back against the wall, then crashing to the floor 
and trying to hide face under hands once again. The most horrific thing was that | felt no pity for him, only 


disgust and contempt, and | wanted to hurt him over and over again, until the last his gasp. 


"Even your fucking whore shits on you, because you're fucking gutless. She doesn't give a fuck about you, uh, 
she uses you for getting fucking drugs, but it seems you're too fucking stupid to understand it. | fucking hate 
you, Layne, | wish you'd just fucking disappear. You're fucking pathetic." | snapped, stepping up to him to make 
one more hit, but he suddenly looked up at me. | froze on the spot. 


There, in those filled with tears eyes, was so unbearable sorrow that | got scared. | jerked back, breathing 
quickly, feeling the blood pulsing in the veins, and left his bedroom. 


Layne's apartment, then hallway, then street: everything went past me and my disobedient feetOutside, my 
knees buckled treacherously, so | tripped on a curb, grabbed the dumpster, coughed and threw up. 


| slid down on the pavement, which was barely warm after a hot day, and the feeling of insignificance and 


weakness enveloped me. 


For what sins? 


Chapter IV 


| sighed, looking around the alley near the back entrance of the theater. It was already long past midnight, and 
the small cold raindrops unpleasantly tickled my face. | winced and exhaled, releasing grey smoke into the cool 


night sky. 

Sean left about an hour ago, poking my shoulder at parting. 
"You're not going to see him?" 

"Nah, dude. Don't fuck up, and I'll see him pretty soon. Your turn" 
"Alright." 


| looked up and closed my eyes, slowly breathing. The peak of the nervousness had long passed, so | just 
patiently waited. | didn't want to go inside the building and communicate with someore else, although | was sure 
that there were many of my friends. | wanted to meet with him one-on-one, but | doubted that this would 
happen. 


| flinched when the door opened. Layne came out, confused and as if looking for someone. When he saw me, he 
froze for a second, and then barely began to move closer. It all happened as in a dream, and | stared at him 
like a complete idiot, dropping the cigarette on the wet asphalt. Finally, | was able to see his face, and - Jesus, 
- he looked good. Much healthier than the last time | saw him, only excessive thinness and pallor were 
betraying his sickness. However, even the white color of his skin made him look noble in the dim light of the old 


lantern. 


"Jesus Christ, who do | see? Fucking incredible." He said softly, glaring over me, and | became unable to say 


anything, swallowing hard. 


"Well, | just wanted to say that the show was fucking great, and you-"| started with restraint, but suddenly, 
Layne sniffled and sharply pressed his thin body to mine, wrapping both arms around my back and grabbing 
my old grey t-shirt, as if | could run away. But | couldn't, | just closed my eyes and hugged him in response 
very tightly, as never before. | was so happy to hold him in my arms after such long separation For the first 
time in six months, | felt him close, so lively, so fucking close. He nuzzled my shoulder and sighed deeply, and 


his hot breathe was worth anything. | felt like the whole world became a tiny space around us. 
He leaned back and looked at me once more. 


"Oh, | just knew it were you, asshole! You should've warn me before appearing here all of a sudden" Layne 


smiled at me, awkwardly removing curls away from his forehead. 


"Yeah? So what would have changed?" | asked, managing to smirk back, when | was bursting with excitement. 


| would have changed my name and skipped this goddamn town," Layne's nose cutely crinkled, as he chuckled. | 


pursed my lips, barely smiling. 


"Layne, | know l'm a shitbag," | began, and he quickly nodded with a smirk on his face, meantime sniffling one 
more time. | couldn't believe that he was glad to see me after all that shit in the past. 


"You are, you are a total shitbag, man" He said quietly. "Can't wait when Alice in Chains’ list of members will 


include only multi-instrumentalist fucking Jerry Cantrell." 


"When the Band Slut Layne will quit Mad Season to join something else, | guess." | laughed and hugged him once 
more as he frowned at me. His jokes always had a protection role, so that moment wasn't an exception. | could 
clearly see it by the trembling of his soft voice, and he just sighed deeply and rested his head on my shoulder. 


"Don't laugh, and I've missed you." 


‘I've missed you, too." He almost whispered, and a wide, calm smile spread on my face, but after a few 


seconds, he chuckled. “This's getting too faggy, dude." 
| pulled away and looked over him, pursing my lips again. 


"Okay, so we need to have a talk, don't we? But I'm cold as fuck, so we better go somewhere. Your home?" He 


spoke quickly, so | just smirked and shrugged. 


The rain had stopped, and the cool night breeze got under our clothes, tickling the skin, but it felt nice. Cars 
sped by, exceeding the speed limit, which was a pretty usual thing at night. We rode in silence, enjoying each 
other's company. He was staring in the window at Seattle dark streets, as if he had never seen them before, 
and | could understand him. Sensations inside of me were totally different. | hadn't felt anything like this for a 


long, long time, and everything around seemed so new. 


When we got home, after a couple minutes of greetings with Sunshine, who was incredibly glad to see Layne, 
he walked to the living room and laughed, looking over the scattered sheets of paper on the carpet and lying 
right there acoustic guitar. 


"Ah, working process" He said cheerfully, squinting at me and heading to the kitchen. | smirked and carefully 
put guitar on its holder on the wall, being so glad to hear his quiet swearing from the other room, as he 
couldn't find something to eat or drink. "Jerry, you fucking were on a hunger strike because of Mad Season or 
what?" 


| turned and saw him going back in the living room with the last pack of chips in the hands and two bottles of 
beer. | couldn't help but smirk, when he collapsed on the couch clumsy, and everything what he held appeared 
on the dirty floor. He groaned, leaning down to grab it, but with pocket and bottles, he took one of lying there 
papers, forcing me to jerk to him quickly. 


"Hey, fucking give it to me." 
"Why?" He laughed and thrusted his arm back when | tried to grab the list, and | did it successfully after few 
seconds. He just scoffed at me childishly, not resisting, "What's wrong with you? Ah, | got it. It was a love 


poem." 


| shook my head irritably and began to collect the sheets of paper from the floor. | put them on the one of 
the shelves and sat down on the couch near to him. He handed me a cold bottle, chewing the chips. 


"No? What then? An erotic novel?" 


| sighed and took a bottle of beer, ignoring his question and making a long sip before starting a conversation | 


turned my head to him and sighed 

"Well, Layne, are you still in rehab?" 

"Yeah. I've had some breaks, but now Im getting better, | think" 
"Im glad to hear it 


"That would be weird if you weren't" He smiled at me, but then frowned a little. "Well, nah, I've just changed 
my mind. It wouldn't." 


"Fuck, alright then, we both did some shit-" | snapped, suddenly feeling unbearable annoyance. 
"| was kidding. Cool off” He said quickly. 


"-Should | fucking remind yours?" | ended the phrase and gave him a stern look. "It's not a fucking topic that 
you can make fun of" 


He looked away and sighed. Fuck. 
"Uh, sorry, alright?" | hurried to say. 


"Okay." Layne glanced back at me, and now | could see notes of disappointment in his eyes, "Don't you want to 
tell me what's going on with Alice in Chains?" 


"Well, yeah actually. | wrote few songs, riffs for them, Sean and Mike already have their parts, too. So, | 
actually thought, maybe you want to see them, or, you know, work on them?" | almost mumbled. | didn't know 


why | became so nervous, but | couldn't handle with own anxiety of his reaction. 


He kept silence for a few seconds, and then asked, "Then you want me back? You want me to work on songs 
with you again?" 


"You say it like you quitted us, Layne." | swallowed again. 

"No, | didn't." He spoke quietly. "I only thought that | was kicked out.” 

| looked down and exhaled heavily. It wasn't what | had in mind when | thought of our first meeting after six 
months. Thousands of times | replayed in my head our conversation, and every time | saw myself happy to be 
near him, but the reality was disappointing. However, who's to blame? Myself for inability to restrain 
emotions? Him for unobtrusive provocations? 

| felt his hand on my shoulder. He tapped it lightly and got up from the couch. 

‘lm pretty tired, so.." He sighed, "Can | take a shower?" 

| looked up at him and nodded. 

"Yeah. Sure." 

Layne left me alone in the living room, slowly and quietly going upstairs to the bathroom. My heart tightened 
in my chest. He didn't answer. Didn't say ‘yes' or ‘no’, and the uncertainty scared me. | nervously and briefly 
looked around the room, put the bottle on the coffee table and stood up. | felt like | had to say him something 
else right now, or maybe do. | opened the bathroom door quietly and got inside, seeing his silhouette behind the 
curtain. | quickly glanced at myself in the mirror, and then stepped to the bath, so when my fingers slightly 
touched the fabric, he knew | was there. At first, his covered with small ulcers hand appeared over the 
curtain, and then his head peeked out. He smiled at me half-heartedly, while | was staring at his darkened hair 
and flowing down along the neck small drops of water. 

| couldn't gather my thoughts to say something, so he pulled away from me and hid over the curtain. 


"You can make yourself useful if you're already here." He said. "Be a buddy, bring me a towel” 


| sighed, feeling so stupid, and handed him one of my towels, so when he took it and looked at me once again, | 


frowned a little bit. 


‘Layne, I'm unemployed now, I'm afraid | won't be able to pay the water bill after you." | said with all 


seriousness, and he smirked. 
"It's been only fifteen minutes!" 


"No, Its been three hours. You've got the wrong perception of time, junkie." | grumbled and walked away, 


shutting the door behind myself, but then his voice came from the bathroom again. 


"Ugh, fucking grumpy.” 


| smiled, but deep inside it was frustrating, because every little joke contained a reproach. In the bedroom, | 
took my clothes off and laid down on the bed, looking around the dark space. It was stuffy, although the 
window was open, so | sighed deeply and glanced at the doorway impatiently. There was corridor, and one more 
door, under which could be seen a narrow strip of light. All of a sudden, it faded, making me flinch a bit, and 
then he came out, wiping hair with my towel. He was wearing only his jeans, so for now | could clearly see his 


noticeably thinner body and long arms with traces of prolonged addiction 

| glanced up at the ceiling, as Layne stepped into the room and sighed quietly, casually putting towel on the 
chair. | heard how he pulled down the zipper on his jeans, and a few seconds later, he sat down on the bed 
near to me. | could feel his gaze on me, so when his cold hand lightly touched my inner thigh and started 
moving up, | closed my eyes and heavily exhaled. 

"Layne..." 

His hand stopped. 

"What's wrong?" 

| looked at him, swallowing. He slightly pursed his lips and furrowed his eyebrows, recalling a little boy. He 
waited patiently for my answer, but | had no idea what to say. | didn't want this to happen this way. Granted, 
without feelings, without words, without spiritual intimacy. His body belonged to me, but | didn't feel him close. 
He wasn't mine, he was strange, and my uncertainty annoyed him. 

"Jerry?" 


"| don't know," | gasped in a whisper, "Uh, | don't want." 


He silently stared at me for a few seconds, then put his hand on his forehead, slowly ran fingers through his 
wet hair and whispered wearily, "Why then? | thought you missed me." 


"You thought right," | said, averting my gaze to the window. 

"So what's the problem then, uh?" His voice trembled. 

"| don't know. | don't know how to explain" | didn't want to upset him, but certainly did it with my terse, dry 
answers. He suddenly exhaled and turned away, making me feel like shit. | quickly looked at him, not daring to 
make a sound. His shoulders were shaking slightly, one hand was clutching the sheet, and the second covered 
the face. 

"Because | look like this, right?" He sniffled loudly, and his back was still facing me. 


"Fuck. No, Layne, it's not that" | rolled my eyes irritably. | knew he had a complex about his changing from 


heroin appearance, he didn't feel himself attractive anymore, especially sexually. Well, he always had low self- 
esteem, but now, due to the addiction, things became much worse. Anyways, that didn't matter much to me; | 


liked him in any look. 


"Okay, | got it" Layne quickly said and stood up, not even looking at me. He sniffled one more time and left the 


room. 


| turned on my side, facing the window and closing my eyes. It was all so disappointing that | wanted to die, | 
purely hated myself for the omission | could have stopped him at least now, but | didn't do anything, being 
blinded by my idiotic thoughts. | could throw them out of my head and be with him. Perhaps it would be good, 
but | didn't give us the slightest chance to spend this night together. 


Chapter V 


"What the fuck are you doing, Layne?!" | shouted into the handset. 

"What?" His soft, slightly hissing because of a bad connection voice came from the other end of the city. 

"Why didn't you pick up the phone? You really were so fucking busy that you ignored ten fucking calls? I'm 
fucking fed up with running for you all the fucking time. You can't just disappear whenever you want, without a 
fucking word. | thought that something would change after the break, but you're still the fucking same. Nothing 
has fucking changed. Why didn't you answer?" 

"What-" He breathed out, most likely trying to calm down, "I wasn't at home." 

"Where have you been then? What were you fucking doing? With whom?" 

"Why the fuck should | have to tell you? You really want to know why | left you after you denied me? Alright, 
let's not make this topic. Anyway, is my morning walk in the Ravenna Park worth this shit, uh? What time is it, 
Jerry? Midnight? Midnight of the fucking 3lst of November? I've been lost in the calendar void? God, ten calls! 
Oh, any other in your place would have hanged himself" He made a shot and paused for a few reproachful 
seconds, then continued, "You know what, fuck you, Jerry. You're damn right. Nothing has changed. Big special 
thanks for screaming at me without a reason again" 


"| didn't know that you-" 


"Well, there's a lot you don't know about me. And this's not very surprising, given the fact that you didn't 


speak to me for six months, you know." He interrupted me. 

| couldn't find something to say, standing there with a handset in the sweaty palm, just like a total dork. He 
rightly offended at me, and this recalled one more time how inadequate and stupid | was. | expected him to 
hang up the phone, like he used to do, but after about a minute, his quiet voice came from there again. 
"Jerry?" He sighed. 

"Yeah?" | pursed my lips, wiping the forehead nervously. 

"You wanted me to see your new songs, right? What about today?" 

"Well, yeah, | think | can get the guys in the studio by, uh, three." | flinched 


"Okay, I'll be there. See ya" 


After | heard the short beeps, | put down the phone slowly and | looked over the empty living room, which was 


lit in the morning sunlight. Sunshine, with her common galloping gait, hobbled out of the kitchen, sat down and 
stared at me with her big smart eyes. 


"Hey, beauty," | whispered, walking over to her and patting her head. The dog yawned and laid down on the floor 


lazily, still staring at me and waving her tail easily, while | sighed and closed my eyes. 


| blinked and sniffled a bit, mostly due to the common cold, then looking around the rehearsal room in the 
studio. Mike left about a minute ago to get some drinks, and Sean was sitting on the couch, yawning and staring 
at me silently. So, Layne.. Layne still wasn't here. 


"Jesus," | mumbled, making few quick nervous steps to the one side, then to another. 

"What time we agreed to get together?" Sean groaned. 

"At three," | sighed. 

"And what time is it now?" 

It's five to three," | glanced at the clock that hung on the wall. 

"So what's wrong with you?" Sean said, "Stop thinking too much, Jerry. It's not such useful as it may seem." 


| breathed in deeply and turned to the window, rubbing my cold hands. | was so afraid that he wouldn't come 
again, as he did before. However, he asked, therefore, he wanted to come. At least, | hoped so and probably 
deluded myself, even it wasn't very successfully. | purely hated this ambiguity in our relationship and couldn't 
understand it | really wanted him to be around. On the one hand, it would mean his return, so, on the other 
hand, | couldn't imagine our present communication. | didn't want to feel awkward around him, but there was no 


other way, seemingly. 


| sharply turned when the door opened. Sean smiled and got up from the couch, after a couple of seconds 
firmly gripping in his hands Layne's skinny body. They talked a little, but | wasn't bothered to listen to their 
conversation. | swallowed and stepped up to him, not knowing exactly what to do. To give him a hand? Too 


detached. A friendly hug? He wouldn't appreciate, | guessed, 


Nevertheless, before | knew it, he embraced me himself, quickly, as if between times, and it felt like it had to 
be this way. He sat on a chair, threw a leg over the other, and looked at us, smiling, being ready to listen to 


our work, just like a producer. 


Mike joined us pretty soon, and it was weird to be in the full band. We started working, discussing corrections 
and suggestions, listening to different parts, finally, conversing. | tried so hard to be careful as possible in 
relation to Layne, constantly asking him to express his ideas about lyrics and music, but every time he 
shrugged and smiled, saying that he likes everything. When | offered him to sing the songs, which | wrote 
during the break, he replied in a soft failure, arguing that | sing them good enough. | was getting nervous by 


then. 


It seemed to me that he wanted to separate again. He didn't participate much. | insisted. So, we finally agreed 
on the fact that he would sing the chorus with me and take up the writing of his lyrics. His, not ours. 


A few hours later, | went out on an empty gateway for another smoke, this time alone, panting and coughing. 
My haunting headache was gone with the first breath when the cool evening air filled my lungs. | lit up a 
cigarette and dragged on it, leaning against the cold brick wall of the building. 

| stood there for a few minutes with closed eyes, and | didn't open them when | felt how he walked to me and 
stood near. | heard the click of the lighter and a slightly distinguishable sound of flammable cigarette. 

| could smell him very close, and here he sighed softly, obviously looking at me. 

"Could you just ever allow yourself to relax?" 

"What do you mean?" | spoke, exhaling, and opened an eye. 

"Your hands are shaking. You dropped your guitar two times, spilled Coke and three times forgot where you 
put the mediator. Seriously?" Layne smirked softly, then shrugged, "Alright, maybe this's the effect of chronic 
alcoholism." 

"| just don't feel very well" | closed my eyes once again. 

"You're nervous. And | probably know why." 


"Sure you do." | barely smiled. 


"A genital herpes," Layne said with all seriousness, fighting a smile when | frowned at him, "Come on, we can 
talk about it. Don't be ashamed, Jerry. It must be treated. | promise | won't tell anyone, honest” 


"Well, your try was pretty close, but no." | laughed finally. 

"Yeah? | thought that's the reason why you denied me last night." 

"Sure you'll remind me about this all the time." | sighed. 

His fingers slightly touched my cheekbone all of a sudden | took a breath, staring at his face and feeling how 
my heart began to pound again. His hands grabbed a collar on my old plaid shirt, he pulled me closer and 
pressed his lips onto mine. | gasped, tasting his tongue in my mouth, just like | used to do. | missed this little 


secretive action, and | wondered if he would stay there with me for a little more, but he pulled away. 


‘lm here, l'm with you, Jerry. | don't hate you. I'm not slipping away, not leaving you.. whatever you're afraid 


of, I'm not doing it, okay? l'm here." He whispered quickly, and | was feeling his hot breath on my lips. 


| nodded slowly. "Okay." 
"You want to come home with me tonight?" 


"Yes." | answered immediately, not even thinking. But | couldn't say something else, because any other option 


would lead to another fight. 

However, after a while, when we were driving home, and then when we got inside, | knew that | was glad that 
he was with me. Stupid funny conversations, jokes, his soft laugh. | only wondered why we necessarily needed a 
second attempt. 

He was sitting on the kitchen table with a beer in his hand, telling me about The Ultimate Doom, which was 
released yesterday. | didn't really listen to the words he was speaking. | listened to his voice, but the stream of 
it interrupted, as he figured out that his story had a white noise character. 


"Fine, so you will remain a loser who never learns about the final boss in The Ultimate Doom. Suffer, asshole." 


He said, staring at me with a raised eyebrow. 

"No, I'm really interested." 

"How much?" 

| would eat my shit for getting this priceless knowledge." | smiled at Layne, who began to giggle, "Go ahead." 
"So, Spiderdemon is-" He shook his head with a frown when the phone rang. "You've planned this!" 


| shrugged my shoulders with a smirk on my face and left him sitting in the kitchen, pouting like a deeply 
offended child. 


In the living room, | put my bottle on the table and took the handset. 
"Yeah?" 


"Oh, fine." | could immediately recognize the voice. It was Johnny Bacolas, and | scowled, having a bad feeling of 


the coming conversation, "Hey Jerry, is Layne around?" 
| didn't really want to give the phone to him. "Well." 
"I have something to tell you, and he better wouldn't be near" 


"Okay, so I'm listening to you." 


"I know he's back in Alice in Chains, Jerry, and despite what | think of his decision, | have to warn you, you 
know. Damn.. Listen, Jerry, he really asked me not to tell you. He threatened that if | do this, he will never talk 
to me again. And | believe he will" He interrupted, "This's Layne, you know, he would rather pretend that 
everything's fine, but... l-l just know he was trying to kill himself, okay?" 


| felt my knees becoming weak. 
"Wh-when?" 


“August and September. This's what | know." Johnny swallowed, "Listen, Layne was trying to kill himself, but he 
was too scared. And | know he wants to die even now. He's on the edge, Jerry. | just believe he would have 
done it if | didn't stop him then. But if he decided to return to you, | must.. l'm doing this for him, not for you. 
Well, our friendship in your hands, Jerry. It's your choice to tell him that | told you or not, but if your 
attitude to him will change after this, | think.. | think it's worth it. Just, please, save him. Shove your pride up 
your ass. | really hope you're not as dumb as | thought.” 


| slowly put the handset on its place, feeling how the same sensation of the inability to inhale and exhale swept 
over me. | sharply turned as | heard quiet steps from behind. 


"Who called?" A cheerful voice made my heart shatter into tiny pieces again. 

Layne was standing there and chewing something. His eyes were so bright, as he stared at me fixedly, making 
me bleed. The pictures of him, so lost, so defenseless and lonely, so depressed that he was trying to kil 
himself, flashed through my mind. It was something indescribably terrible, in a color of running through the 


veins blood. 


"Jerry? You okay?" 


Chapter VI 


"I can't fucking believe it, you..” | coughed, "You think I'm not fucking supposed to know about it?!" 


Layne was sitting on the couch, and he nervously clenched his fists, which were half covered by sleeves of his 


maroon hoodie. He stared straight at me, silent, once more disappointed and absolutely motionless, not knowing 


whether to feel guilty. 


"Why didn't you fucking tell me?" But | was like an uncontrollable beast, | paced the room back and forth, and 
my mind was clouded with anger and horror. Everything around was in the red hue, and | began to understand 
the well-known metaphor. | was looking for a straight answer from him, but there was my dear, precious and 
hated silence. 


"Layne!" | shouted, "Damn. Do you really fucking think | don't need to know that my best friend had fucking- 
Like I'm fucking nothing, like | don't even exist. We fucking met after this, and you didn't.. Jesus Christ! Why do 
| always find out about all the shit that happens to you from other people? Fuck, it's just-" 


A cough interrupted me, so | harshly turned away from him, breathing heavily and trying to cope with the 
darkening of my eyes. 


"It happened months ago, what's the difference?" Layne's voice was quiet and cold. 


"Oh, there's a huge difference!" | turned back and waved my hands, "I'm sorry | can't follow your requests to 


leave you alone anymore. This's serious shit this time. You must go for treatment, and don't even start an-" 
"What?! No, | mustn't, Jerry," Layne snapped all of a sudden, getting up from the couch, "Keep blaming my 
addiction in everything that happens around, here you fucking go, but what about you being a controlling prick 
who never listens to others? It's you're fucking sick, you're unbearable, and you're the reason why | didn't 
want to live anymore. Dubious achievement, but congratulations anyway." 

He took his bag quickly, being about to leave again, but | didn't let him, immediately grabbing his thin wrist and 


pulling the sleeve. | even smirked victoriously, but unhealthy, staring down at his hand. Those little a bit more 


pale lines on his skin were a trigger to freak out. 

"What's this? What's this, Layne?" 

He silently glared at me, breathing heavily, when | squeezed his hand tight. 
‘No way. You're not going anywhere,” | hissed. 


"As if you can stop me," He said with an undisquised contempt. 


"Oh believe me | can," | threatened him, slightly squinting and feeling how | was inexorably losing control, as 


Layne laughed hysterically. 
"So you want to repeat? You liked it? You want another six months? Come on then, hit me, baby." 


| pursed my lips, barely restraining myself, but he kept talking, hitting me with his words over and over. It felt 
like a dull knife cutting the flesh, slowly, causing an agonizing pain. 


"| don't really want to talk to you, because its senseless. You have no fucking idea how much pain you caused 
me, Jerry. You're fucking liar, you're just duplicitous piece of shit. Its fucking okay to you to make a vision in 
press that everything's cool and you're super fucking sweet guy, then go in my fucking home and hurt me." 
Layne made a try to pull his hand from my grasp, but after the failure only turned his head to the side, 
sighing deeply. 


"What the fuck are you talking about? What should | have fucking told them when they asked about you? Oh 
well, Layne's a fucking junkie. We don't talk for months, he never answers the calls, we fight all the time, we're 
not able to work or tour together and hate each other. He has psychotic breaks periodically and made a few 
tries to kill himself. He's also losing his teeth, hair, weight, friends, life. So there will unlikely be another Alice in 
Chains album. We're doing good, fellas!" | spat, "If it's exactly what | must say the next time they will ask - 
fine, lIl do it. | just hope that maybe this will finally satisfy you. Fucking.. You just can't fucking get it that l'm 
trying to save you from pressure or what? You know what man, | could say a lot of bad things about you, and 
those fucking vultures would harass you all the fucking time, but I'm trying to hide all the shit and keep it 


between us for you to be safe. And now you're fucking accusing me of that" 


"Ah, you're fucking saint." He whispered quickly, looking back at me with a bitter sneer, but | could see how the 
tip of his nose became slightly red, and his big eyes filled with tears. 


"I can't tell you a goddamn word because you get offended just because of nothing. You perceive everything in 
a negative way, you think that I'm your fucking enemy and do everything just for hurting you, but that's not 
fucking right" 


"You don't know what it's like-" He hid his face with a hand, wiping own cheek. 

"You think | never wanted to blow my brains out because of you, Layne?" | said unexpectedly calmly, staring at 
him. He gasped and pulled his hand, then quickly turning, taking few wide steps and slamming the bathroom door 
behind himself. | heard the click of the lock, and it brought me back into reality, like a bright flash of light, 


deducing from the blackout during a fight, when it seems impossible to stop until something happens. 


| was frankly glad that that stream of words was finally disturbed. It looked like a chance to start from the 


very beginning, and | was ready to try one time more. 


"Layne, open the door." | sighed. 


"Fuck off" He replied quietly, and | could say he was sobbing. 


“That's just stupid, open the goddamn door." | stepped to the wooden panel and pulled on a handle, meantime 
knowing that it had no sense. 


"No, get out" 
"You're in my house. There's no way you won't meet me anyway." | reminded. 
"| don't care. Shut up and leave me fucking alone." 


"You're acting like a fucking kid, Layne, whats wrong with you? Open the door!" | exclaimed, knocking few times, 


but he no longer respond to me. 


Layne was sitting there, in the bathroom. Adult, almost thirty-year old man, he looked like a vulnerable little 
boy. He childishly resisted, being so hurt by my injustice, not even knowing why he was blamed, and he was 
right, because if he told me about it, | would have never left him alone, and he needed the rest. | would have 
hired a guard and removed all the knives and scissors from his house, so he couldn't kill himself. Well, he was 


always right. l'm paranoid, so he was. 


"You know what, | won't go anywhere until you open the door. I'm fucking done." | snapped irritably and sat down 


on the floor, pressing my back to the wood and breathing out loudly. 
"Idiot." 


| sighed again and closed my eyes, repeating in my head everything that was said to each other per an hour. 
l'm the reason of his potential suicide - what could be nicer to hear from somebody you love? Fucking 


heartbreaking, and no hope that he didn't mean it. 


| took a cigarette and lightened it, then taking a long, calming drag. | was sure that Layne was doing just the 
same, and | verified this when | glanced down. He put his hand on the floor, and the smoke from his cigarette 


was dripping through a small crack under the door. | managed to smile, exhaling. 


Such little similarity in the midst of deep darkness was nice to notice. We actually had a lot in common, despite 
our obvious differences. In most of cases, one of us hated something that another one liked, as if on a whim. A 
lot of quarrels, disputes, grievances, but it was a part of relationship, and over time, | learned to accept the 
fact that he could easily, without understanding the details say that something | liked was a crap, not actually 
thinking so, but wanting to irritate me. He often reproached me that | had a bad taste in the people, alluding, 
surely, to himself. 


But he was the best choice | could ever make. He was the guarantor. | loved him more than anything, and the 
awareness that he was extremely close to committing a suicide made me shiver. The suicide makes a strong 


man pathetic and miserable. The living legend becomes a dead insignificance in a second. It's terrifying to think 


that someone can be so lost that he doesn't see any another exit. There's no light. Johnny was right, | needed 
to change the attitude, | needed to save him. | needed to make him understand. 


| thought of their friendship with Johnny that | just seemingly broke. | was always jealous when Layne was 
with him. They enjoyed each other's company, happily shared an apartment, and he entered the rehab during 
this time. | was miserable and powerless compared to Johnny, but he was the one who could stop Layne. 
Demri? No way. | bet she would have driven him to suicide. | turned out to be a useless piece of shit, too. 
Johnny was the one, and | suddenly felt grateful to him, admitting that he did a lot to us. 

"Jerry?" 

"What?" | winced. 

"Nothing. | hoped not to hear your reply, to be honest." 

"Fucking sweet." 

"What? | cant hear you." He yawned, probably. 

"Well maybe you open the fucking door to hear me better?!" | snapped irritably. 

"Don't scream at me." 

"You can't hear otherwise." | sighed. 

"You know what's the problem, Jerry? You think so even when we're on the one side of the door.” 

| rolled my eyes and frowned then, trying to estimate how much time had passed. | looked over the wall clock, 
and it was about fifteen minutes since he closed in the bathroom. | groaned and closed my eyes again, turning 
my head a bit and pressing cheek to the door crack. 

| kept thinking of him, and | was getting nervous with each second. | began to try to find some words to say, 
but | had no idea, meantime understanding that | had one chance to change something. However, | wanted to 


face him, to look in his eyes, to make him sure that | was sincere. | needed him to open the door. 


Lost in thought, | fell asleep for another twenty minutes or so, but a sharp pain in the nose woke me up 


pretty quickly. We both gasped and stared at each other in surprise. 
"Jesus Christ, you okay?" He squatted down beside me, still sniffling a bit. 
"Yeah, |-" | could only keep staring at him, holding my aching nose. 


"I thought you walked away, you didn't answer anything, noodle." Layne said quietly, biting bottom lip. "Let me 


see. 
| felt so stupid, but removed both hands from my face. 
"No blood, and looks just as good as new." He even barely smiled, "Sorry." 


| slowly nodded, so he sat down on the floor next to me with a short sigh, staring somewhere. | could feel my 
hands shaking again. That was the time, and | couldn't miss the opportunity. 


| glanced up at him, swallowing. 


Chapter VII 


It's worse than high school graduation. Worse than first sex. | can't remember being so nervous the last time. 
To be honest, all stressful situations in my life were strongly connected with Layne. Nevertheless, this time it 
was definitely something new. 


Layne often laughed, remembering how | allegedly confessed to him in love and cried after | fucked him for the 


first time, but | can't remember, therefore, that never happened. 


I've always believed that open conversations about feelings are undeniable sign of weakness for a grown mon. 
Maybe it were the echoes of father's upbringing. In the rare moments when we were together, he never gave 
any slack, and didn't encourage it in my, or David's behavior. That's probably the reason why | hated him as a 
teenager, and then regretted it almost all my life. And | have to admit, Layne helped me a lot to go on 
rapprochement with my dad. 


However, his life principles largely preserved in my head. Sounds weird, knowing that dad would have killed me if 


he knew that Layne and | were never just friends. 


So, | never, actually never told Layne what | truly felt. And he was different. He had a power in that, disproving 
my father's theory. his feelings had a strength, he never looked weak in his sensitivity, and instead, he 


deserved respect for being such responsive and sympathetic. 


Now it was time to get rid of old habits. In a very inappropriate moment, when Layne retreated and didn't feel 
anything but distrust and fear. He noticed my glare and looked back inquisitively. | knew | needed to hurry, and 


there was no more time. | believed that he was ready to get up and leave again. 
| gathered my thoughts. 


"Layne, you know we need to talk in a normal way. Can you listen to me? Just don't interrupt, okay?" | so hoped 
that it didn't sound like a reproach. | looked away, all of a sudden not wanting to watch his reaction 


"I know I'm an asshole. And | know that you deserve someone much better than me. | can understand your 
desire to work or live with someone else, because I've never been good enough for you. I've never told you, 


but | really think so. I'm nothing without you, and | can't imagine my life without you, honest.” 
| sighed deeply, feeling his eyes on me. | needed a lot of effort to pronounce each word. 


"l-I need you. | should have told you earlier, and now it's maybe too late, but its true. | need you, Layne. | hate 
myself for hurting you. | hate myself when | think that I've made you cry. I've never enjoyed the wealth over 
you or something. | felt sick about it. | know | broke your trust. | never supported you as much as you 
supported me. | never told you about my feelings. | lied a lot. | rather believed someone else than you. But 


you've always been the closest person to me in the entire world | know you may not believe me, and that 


would be justified. | can understand you." 
| could hear how he sniffled quietly. 


"I know I'm boring, l'm selfish, | know I'm stupid, and | always wondered why you chose me. But you were the 
only one who accepted me and told me | was talented. | owe everything to you, Layne. Our band is a deal of my 
life. lve never really wanted to do something else with someone else. It's all | have. And I'm so scared to lose it. 
I'm sorry don't want to lose it one day. Its so fucking hard to see how everything you've ever loved is falling 
apart. | don't know what to do without it. lim so fucking lost." 


| swallowed hard. 


"Layne, l.. | can't leave you alone knowing that you were trying to kill yourself. I'm sorry | can't. | just need to 
know that everything's fine with you all the fucking time. Those six months were a fucking nightmare, you 
know. You don't even know how much l'm scared that every our goodbye may be the last one. You don't know, 
Layne. | need you to be near, because | do care. Its so fucking hard to live in this state. H's hard to watch 


how the one you love is dying." 


| glanced at him, and our eyes met. He stared at me as if it was the fucking second coming of Christ before 
him, not even breathing. | hesitated, but continued. 


"But | believe in you, and | always believed. | know you're stronger than this. You deserve to be free and happy, 
and | feel so sorry that | can't give you that. l'm so fucking sorry for never telling you this. | don't know if 
you still can forgive me for everything I've done to you, but.. Uh, | love you, Layne. | really do." 


| breathed out, feeling the incredible relief, but confused. Layne didn't know how to react. He wasn't used to 
hear something like this from me, but it was what he wanted to hear, | guessed. | was proud of myself. | knew 
he could read it in my eyes. 


"Yeah, come on, bud. It's me," | barely smiled. 


He took in a deep breath and turned his head, staring at the floor. After a few seconds, | could notice a small 
tear rolling down his sunken cheek | reached out to wipe it slowly and carefully, sighing. 


"lts alright" | whispered, and he looked up at me again. 

"Jerry, | need some.." His voice trembled, "I'm sorry, | need just a few seconds, okay? Sorry, uh." 

"Okay," | nodded and pursed my lips, smiling warmly. He stood up and went upstairs, wiping own face and 
sniffling on the way. To be honest, | was embarrassed as shit of his reaction. | didn't know what to think, but | 


supposed, he was just in a shock state. He really needed a few minutes, and | used them for getting something 
to drink, because my throat was dry after that short, but nervous speech. 


After about five minutes of sitting in the kitchen with a glass in my hand and thinking, | decided to check him, 
and slowly followed his steps. | quietly opened the bedroom door and walked in, staring over his dark silhouette 
in the middle of it. His back faced me, and he didn't move, meantime obviously knowing that | was there. 


| stepped up to him, and my cold hands penetrated under the clothes on his stomach, making him shiver a bit. | 
was breathing hard, and the tip of my nose was barely touching his ear. My fingers moved up his body, pulling 
the hoodie, and he raised his arms himself, letting me to remove it. Just after the hoodie, my old t-shirt fell 
on the floor, and the dark stuffy space enveloped us, as our bodies pressed tightly. | was holding him in my 


arms and leaving short kisses over his shoulder. 


"Jerry," His whisper broke the silence. | pulled away a bit, letting him turn, so he immediately kissed me, 
wrapping one hand around my neck and running fingers of another one through my hair. He was a great kisser, 
so gentle and soft, but he suddenly shuddered, gasped and buried his face in my shoulder. He was breathing 
irregularly, and his hands clung to my back, squeezing it like a vise. This was a fucking tragedy. "Hold me." 


| sighed deeply and embraced him tightly, closing my eyes and pressing lips to the top of his head. | don't think 
we really needed to say something to each other back then Everything was clear between us, for the first 


time in a few years. 


| picked up his skinny body and, after a few clumsy steps, | rested my knees at the edge of the bed, then 
gently laying him down. Layne's hard breath echoed in the room, as my disobedient rough hands pulled his jeans 
down. | took them off and leaned forward, pressing my lips to his neck, while his hands slid down my body to 
the waist, then touched my belt, and it was quick to get undone. 


My tongue slowly moved up the pale cold skin, tasting salty sweat, the drops of which could be visible, as the 
dawn began to paint the night sky. | nuzzled his wet cheek, then feeling how a tiny tear touched my nose. 


His chest rose and fell under me, as chills ran through his naked body. We did the same ritual, which was 
perceived differently now. The same sounds, the same feeling of coolness from the lubricant, the same cutting 
pain. But it wasn't something instinctive and animal as before. It was another level of feelings. Something 


sublime, or sacred. Even the fact that he was crying was the apogee of our belonging to each other. 


"God." He broke down as | began to thrust into him, panting and barely holding my heavy body on my own 
hands, which were sinking into the soft mattress. 


The tightness, stuffiness, and the heat of our bodies were killing. My movements were slow, but tough, giving 
him the pain he adored. | was always amazed of his addiction for inflicting pain to himself, even in terms of his 
sex life. It probably wasn't masochism as a pathology, but he was always submissive, he took on the role of 
the victim. This can be seen in almost all aspects of his life, maybe because he hated himself and found it fair 


to be hurt. 


Oh, | loved his face when | fucked him. Blushed, flushed, his lips were fucking eighth wonder of the world. | 


loved how short moans were breaking from them. | loved his hard, intense glare. 


None of the women could ever give me something even remotely similar in emotional sense. Groupies were just 
dummies with a bunch of venereal diseases. Beautiful porcelain dolls, whose heads were quite empty. Today she 
was fucking me, yesterday Gene Simmons showed her the awesome abilities of his tongue, and the day after it 
would be, | don't know, Phil Anselmo? 


Layne was mine. My sensations were important to him. He knew every inch of my body, he knew exactly what | 


needed in in every second of the foreplay or the act, directly. That's why | was so strongly attached to him. 
My movements became sharp and jerky, and he moaned underneath me loudly, arching own back. | closed my 
eyes and flinched when the warmth covered me like an avalanche. He suddenly grabbed my shoulders and 
pressed me to him, then shuddering a few times. 

| was breathing heavily, trying to get hair back to see his face in the light of the rising sun. His mouth was 
barely open, and he glanced at me, so | still could see frozen tears in his eyes. Smiling, | leaned forward to kiss 


him, and my silver chain fell on his collarbone. 


| pulled away slowly and laid down on the bed near to him, sighing. He closed his eyes and idly covered us with 
a rumpled white blanket. 


We still had no need in talking. | looked over the window, grumbling to myself that falling asleep with the light 
had long gone out of the habit. In the other hand, | could remember those early years when we slept only 


during the day, and night was the most carefree and interesting time. 


Despite the fact that we looked more like a married couple, in which everyone hate everyone, get annoyed by 


trifles and quarrel all the time, we still were reckless kids. Two giant, definitely retarded thirty-year-old boys. 
| sighed and closed my eyes, Too. 

But when | opened them again, and the sunlight became much brighter, | was laying alone in the room. | 
frowned and my heart skipped a beat. No, he couldn't get away again. | raised up on my hands and ran fingers 


through my hair, trying to recover. 


"Hey Grandpa, what's for supper?" He appeared in the doorway in my shirt and shorts, standing there and 
smiling at me. | groaned and fell back on the bed. He laughed. 


"What?" My voice croaked. 
‘lm not saying anything, but it's five. Get up, old chap. Life goes past you." 


| frowned when a pillow fell right on my face, but, oh God, how happy | was. 


